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Author's Notes: 

Hello, people! l'm very excited because this is my first Megadeth fic. I'm not a die-hard fan, but recently I've 
been digging Dave/Junior fics and decided to give it a try. Thanks to you wonderful people who write ‘Deth, 
because | find Dave/David to be a beautiful pairing, even with their flaws. | tried my best to portray the 
characters since I'm not much of a fan, and please forgive me if the guys were a little out of character. It 
was quite difficult for me to write them since I'm not in the fandom. And of course, I'm waiting for your 


reviews and would like to know what you think Enjoy! :D 


"I'm sorry, Junior." 


My iPhone buzzed for the first time today. | glanced at the insipid text on the screen. Without hesitation, | 
deleted it. It wasn't the first time, though. Ever since | left him, my cell buzzed on numerous occasions, 
carrying a pathetically apologetic text, exactly like the one | received right now. And every time, every single 


fucking time, | deleted it. 


It doesn't mean I'm any less miserable. He's still on my contact list. | simply can't bring myself to delete his 


number. Believe me, I've tried. Maybe that's where the saying, "Out of sight, but not out of mine" works. 
"Give me one more chance, please." 


My phone buzzed again, ruining the peace of a lazy Sunday afternoon. | was about to doze off when that 


asshole..never mind. 

That was when something clicked in me. I'd never received a text from him saying anything else but sorry. But 
how dare he asked me for a chancel | could feel the blood in my veins heating up. | never thought | would do 
this, but | picked up my cell and started typing. 

"What do you want?" 

Yes David, keep it simple at first. No swearing. 

"A last chance." 

| inhaled sharply. 

"Why do you think l'll give you that?" 

"Just asking. l'm not expecting anything from you." 


"Maybe you know the answer to your question. If not, then hear it. NO." 


There wasn't a reply in at least ten minutes. | gave a smug smile to myself before closing my eyes. To my 


great annoyance, | heard a buzz. Muttering curses under my breath, | picked up the phone. 

"David, I'm really, really sorry. | know you hate me with burning passion, which you should for what I've done 
To you, but all | want from you is a chance to meet again. | don't care if it's only for a minute. | just want to 
say how sorry | am, face-to-face. | miss you so damn much, David. Please let me see your face for one last 
time. That's it. That's all | want. | love you, David. | really do. Please read this." 

| let out an exasperated sigh, shaking my head. What in the flying fuck was he thinking? | didn't know people 
could be so low and sappy at the same time. Was this one of his sick jokes? | nearly laughed at the ‘| miss you' 
and ‘| love you' part. And since when did he start calling me by my given name? What a piece of shit. 

"Fuck off, Mustaine." 


"Junior, just one last time. | really need you." 


"You need me, Dave? Seriously? | thought you used me till there was nothing left." 


"Babe, | never treated you the way | should have. That's why l'm asking for a chance." 


Babe? What the hell? And speaking of chances, he never gave me any. Every time | tried to run away, he 
always snatched me back. | was his property, his slave, his bitch. | sometimes wonder how | endured two 


decades with this beast in the disquise of a man. 

"Stop calling me that, fucker. You think I'll give you a chance, after all you did to me? Hell yeah | will” 
| sent the text before adding something more. | wanted to stab his heart. 

"Before you ask me to give a chance, think again. Have you ever given one to me, Dave?" 


In fact, he did give me a chance, whether he knew it or not. | used it to finally leave him. At other times he'd 
chase me down to the ends of the world and destroy my already ruined self. He loved to punish me, always 


claiming that it was an act of "love". His "love" for me was so intense that | forgot the meaning of the word. 


Is been more than a year since | left the fiery redhead known to all as Dave Mustaine. | lived in fear for the 
first few months, but it was a small text message filled with apology that puzzled me. After a while, a feeling 
of relief engulfed me, knowing that he set me free. It was about time that psycho finally realized what a 
dickhead he really is. 


If he didn't throw a flower pot at my air conditioner on that day in 1983, my life would have been much less 


disastrous. 
"No. But I'm really sorry for what | did, from the bottom of my heart" My cell buzzed again 


"Is too late for apologies. But as | come to think of it, you did give me a chance. A chance to get my ass out 


of your shadow. | really hate to say this, but thanks, you little shit” 
"But can't | see your face, for once?" 


My eyes stung with angry tears, insides screaming in disgust, chest heaving as | started breathing deeply. | 
tried hard not to break my iPhone. 


"You've already shown me how low a man can be. You used me like a fucking whore, dammit! You RAPED mel 
You even had the fucking courage to say that you love me. You never did. And | thought | loved you. But | 
sure as hell don't! Do you want to see me so that you can fuck me? Yes, that's exactly what you want. You 
destroyed me, Dave. I'll never forgive you for that. | really wish | never met you. You could have at least killed 


me without giving me hell. You're a fucking nightmare, asshole. I'm never going to show you my face." 


"| know | destroyed you as you put it, and | hate myself for that. l'm terribly sorry, even though it's not 
gonna fix anything." 


"Its too late for apologies, motherfucker." 
"Don't you even want to know why | destroyed you, Junior?" 


"Why? Because | was nothing but a sexy piece of ass to stick your dick in. You know what, we never had a 
romantic relationship. It was a one-night stand lasting for twenty years. And you think you've never fully used 
me, when you crushed my soul a long time ago. Time to open your eyes, Mustaine. Your little bitch is never 


coming back to his master." 


| closed my eyes again. My body shuddered with whimpers and broken sobs as | recalled the ways he tortured 
me, both physically and emotionally. The marks might have faded on my skin, but when salt was rubbed, the 


old wounds in my soul would burn again. 
Ten minutes, fifteen minutes, half an hour, an hour passed. No reply. Cat got your tongue, master? 
Temporarily, because my phone buzzed again. 


"No, David. | tried to destroy you because you loved me. You came into my life at a time when my world was 
filled with hatred, everybody | knew hated me. I've been hated since my birth, and this hatred that surrounded 


me eventually turned me into a monster. The word ‘love' didn't exist in my dictionary.” 


"And then you came. An innocent farmer boy from Minnesota whose eyes gleamed with perpetual happiness. 
Remember that day when you knocked on my door to ask for beer? That was the first time | laid my eyes on 
you. My heart sank to my feet, | was looking at an angel. All | could think at that moment was, ‘Maybe this is 
called beauty: | didn't know what beauty meant until | met you. After a whole day of drinking and drugs, the 


lust-driven beast inside me decided to fuck you, just as | did to countless bimbos and occasionally other guys." 


"The problem was that you mistook our all-night wild, meaningless sex as passion. You naively gave your heart 
to me by saying those three words | never heard anyone tell me. David, if you didn't say you loved me after 
banging you the whole night, | would have discarded you and you'd have a far better life." 


"In fact, | fell in love with you at first sight even though | never admitted it to myself until now. If you never 
told me those three words, I'd dump you the next morning even if my heart would say otherwise. | hated to 
see you looking up at me with those eyes the color of caramel, speaking of true and pure love; an emotion 


nobody has ever shown me except you." 


| hated you for loving me, because | don't deserve to be loved. Whenever I'd look at you, | could see an 
invisible halo surrounding you. You wanted me to believe that love existed in this world. I'd cringe at the 
thought. You could change me, but | decided to change you. | wanted you to hate me like everybody else. | 
wanted to turn you in a monster just like myself. That's why | tried to destroy you. | don't think I've treated 
anybody as cruelly, as harshly, as brutally as | treated you. You're right, | am a nightmare." 


"I know you're thinking why | uttered those three words of love while punishing you, when | did hate you. 


Because it was the only thing that would keep you under my grasp. But some part of me always loved you, and 
| realize it now that | do love you very, very much. | love you because the good always wins, and | can never 
fully destroy you because you're an angel, David. | never gave you any compliment, but it's time | showed you 
some respect. You wanted to change me. I'm delighted to say that you succeeded. | now know the meaning of 
‘love! because of you, even if it's too late. Even though you hate me right now, which you should, | can at 
least die knowing that someone once loved me. | hope you're gracing someone's life today with your love, and | 


hope that person loves you back." 


"You could never be a monster, instead you killed mine. You're perfect, David. Don't let anybody Tell you 
otherwise. Never change the angel that you are for anything. | love you, David. And l'm really, really, sorry 
from the bottom of my heart. This is why | wanted to see your face for one last time, to apologize, to show 
gratitude. Thank you for changing me, David. | love you and forever will. Dave." 


Tears started streaming seamlessly down my cheeks long before | finished reading his letter. Was this really 
true? Did he really love me? Did he actually call me an angel? Did he actually say he fell in love with me at 
first sight? Oh God, did he ACTUALLY call me beautiful? It wasn’t that nobody's ever called me beautiful 
before, | just didn't believe Dave would ever tell me that. The only "compliment" he ever "awarded" me was 
that | was sexy. But above all, the most prominent question, did he just say that he changed? 

| wanted to believe all of it, but it was Dave Mustaine who sent me that huge text, the most dangerous man 
I've ever known. Now | realized why | never deleted his number. Some part of me has foolishly loved him from 


the very beginning. | was so overwhelmed that my fingers were trembling, but somehow | managed to type. 


"Do you really mean all of it or is this just the sickest joke I've ever read? Dave, I've already endured enough 


of your lies. | can't bear it anymore. Please tell me it's true.” 


Of course it's true. If he were really lying, he wouldn't write all of this in such a heartfelt way. Maybe | 


believed him. Maybe love can really change people. 

"Yes, David. Every single word is true." 

| started sobbing like a small kid. I've been taught since childhood that forgiveness is the sweetest and best 
revenge. Yes, | still loved him madly. | didn't have the heart to turn him down, not when he confessed his 
innermost feelings after twenty long years. Better late than never, right? 

It took a while till | regained composure. | started typing after my nerves calmed down. 

"Where should | meet you?" 


After five agonizing minutes, my phone buzzed. Maybe he was crying his heart out like me. 


"You really want to see me?" 


"Yes, Dave. Where should | meet you?" 

He sent me an address. By that time | was already in the garage. 

"l'm coming right now." 

| put the key in the ignition and in moments was on the road. | wasn't just driving towards the address where 
he was waiting for me, | was driving towards a new life with Dave. l'm giving him one more chance, and 


hopefully this one will work out perfectly. 


Smiling, | pressed on the accelerator. | was driving back home, where my heart lies. 


